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tip them and rang the bell. A boy opened
the door, and I told him who I was, and then
from somewhere the Professor came, great,
hearty, loving, with his hands outstretched
to greet the shy new-comer, and instantly
his welcome made the whole school seem a
friendly place,"

" I came to The Hill Knowing no fioys nor
any teachers. I had never been separated from
some members of the family before in my
life, and being thus left apparently the only
friendless boy in the school, I became fright-
fully homesick. The Professor had always
been held up to me as one to be respected
and admired, but never to be approached.
.When I could stand it no longer, I scraped
up courage and rang his study door-bell. In-
stead of confronting the stern disciplinarian
I expected, I received a heart and hand as
kind as ever a mother's could be. When I
had told, with tears running down my cheeks,
how I should die if I remained in school any
longer, Professor Meigs took one of my hands
in his and talked to me as I never hope to
be talked to again. He sympathized with me,
told me how my parents wished me to stay,
and ended by saying that he always liked to
have the boys get homesick, for it showed they
came from good homes and they would miss
The Hill just as much when they left it. I
teffiamber I promised to say until Christmas,
ttot"'Itt less than a week I had gotten all over
those homesick feelings. I never regretted
the trouble I had, though, for it showed me I
